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over her heart, dreading lest he should read the secret
there at once.

"Thou wilt not reveal his name? Not the less he is
mine," resumed he, with a look of confidence, as if des-
tiny were at one with him. "He bears no letter of infamy
wrought into his garment, as thou dost; but I shall read '
it on his heart. Yet fear not for him! Think not that I
shall interfere with Heaven's own method of retribution,
or, to my own loss, betray him to the gripe of human
law. Neither do thou imagine that I shall contrive aught
against his life; no, nor against his fame, if, as I judge,
he be a man of fair repute. Let him live! Let him hide
himself in outward honor, if he may! Not the less he
shall be mine!"

"Thy acts are like mercy," said Hester, bewildered
and appalled. "But thy words interpret thee as a ter-
ror!"

"One thing, thou that wast my wife, I would enjoin
upon thee," continued the scholar. "Thou hast kept
the secret of thy paramour. Keep, likewise, mine! There
are none in this land that know me. Breathe not, to any
human soul, that thou didst ever call me husband! Here,
on this wild outskirt of the earth, I shall pitch rny tent;
for, elsewhere a wanderer, and isolated from human
interests, I find here a woman, a man, a child, amongst
whom and myself there exist the closest ligaments. No
matter whether of love or hate; no matter whether of
right or wrong! Thou and thine, Hester Prynne, be-
long to me. My home is where thou art, and where he
is. But betray me not!"

"Wherefore dost thou desire it?" inquired Hester,
shrinking, she hardly knew why, from this secret bond.
"Why not announce thyself openly, and cast me off at
once?"

"It may be," he replied, "because I will not encounter
the dishonor that besmirches the husband of a faithless
woman. It may be for other reasons. Enough, it is my